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WATSON'S ART JOURNAL. 



"Lullaby" is in many respects beautiful. 
The form of the bass is not new, and the 
two-bar figure which introduces the subjects 
in every change of key does not, sometimes, 
sufficiently prepare the change. But the 
melodies are sweet, the treatment eminently 
clever, and the prevailing tone is that of re- 
fined tenderness. ' 'The Huntsman's Dream" 
is clear and good, but not very striking. The 
" Song of Praise" is strong and fervent, with 
much majesty and high-toned sentiment. 
Without deserving, perhaps, the charge of 
imitation, the emphatic portion of the sub- 
ject inevitably suggests the thought of the 
Russian Hymn. The similarity is confined, 
barely, to two chords Iwving the same posi- 
tion and effect in both pieces. Had the simi- 
larity struck Mr. Loretz, he would have alter- 
ed it, than to do which nothing could be 
easier. 

The "Little Beggar Boy," and "Do Not 
Go," arc both charming melodies, the one 
simple and tender, and the other earnest 
and passionate. The ' ' Sabbath-morning 
Bells" is a smooth, sustained melody, with 
an open chord accompaniment divided be- 
tween the right and left hands. The idea 
of the boll, and the calm and subdued sen- 
timent which its tones inspire, are cleverly 
and melodiously carried out. "A Gallant 
Knight is my Cavalier" has a quaint old ring 
witli it, and, played in the spirit of its con- 
ception, will prove a story well told. The 
"Tournament at Raab" is a spirited, dash- 
ing, martial movement, with all the pomp 
and clang of the jousting. 

The preludes or symphonies to the several 
motives are deserving of special remark for 
their graceful, apposite foreshadowing of the 
subjects. These "Songs Without Words" 
indicate in tho composer the possession of a 
fine talent. Without the stamp of positive 
originality, they show musicianly feeling, re- 
finement of sentiment, a delicate and tender 
imagination combined with character and 
forco. They are not written for technical 
display, but, though requiring fine artistic 
rendering to interpret them justly, they are 
incidents and sentiments naturally and ably 
expressed. We are glad to make this young 
composer known to our renders, and hope to 
have the opportunity to know and say more 
of him in the future. 

The compositions are got up in a style 
highly creditable to the establishment of Mr. 
Sawyer. 

Three Beautiful Ballads, by Anna Burchard. 
"Come Back to Kathleen," " The Heart 
can ne'er Grow Cold," "Siug me to Sleep, 
Mother. " C. II. Ditson & Co. , 711 Broadway, 
New York. 

These are three very simple songs, with fa- 
miliar and agreeable melodies, and easy ac- 
companiments. They have little musical 
merit, but they have, iu their simplicity, the 
elements of popularity. 



Good Niqht." Serenade 
C. H. Ditson & Co., 711 



When Lore/s say 

by J. L Hatton 

Broadly. 
; Thi« serenade was written for Signor Brig- 
! noli, by one of the very best song writers of 
| the day, J. L. Hatton, tho author of "Good- 
bye Sweetheart," and five hundred other 
beautiful ballads. It shows the thorough 
skill of the composer in the excellent treat- 
ment of the subject, and in the hands of a 
good singer it is very effective. It is, proba- 
bly, a little, more spun out than wo usually 
find in Hatton 's ballads, but it is a thorough- 
ly good song, and should become generally 
popular. 

Valse Brillante. Composed by Oscar Mapes 
Newell. Wm. A. Pond &Co., N. Y. 
This is the work of a student in art, who is 
both ambitious and promising. It would 
have been better, of course, if he had retain- 
ed it as an exercise, as but few, if any, first 
productions are fit to appear outside the 
closet. This Waltz is a series of passages, 
which have quite a brilliant effect when exe- 
cuted clearly and rapidly. It lacks that one 
great essential of a waltz, Concert Waltz or 
otherwise, namely, a broad, appreciable mel- 
ody, without which the end and the aim of 
such a composition has been missed. Still, 
it evinces a certain degree of facility, from 
which we may augur much better things in 
the future. There is a certain flashy brilli- 
ancy about it, which apparently renders it 
very popular, for whenever Mr. Newell plays 
it in public, he is certain to Vie vociferously 
encored. We wish Mr. Newell well, for we 
think he is earnest, active and enthusiastic ; 
but it would be well if he would remember 
that there is no "royal road to knowledge," 
— that it is impossible to leap into eminence, 
and that slow and sure is tho maxim which 
will surely lead to success, for the inner force 
of genius is the power . o wait. 
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CORRESPONDENCE. 



Paris, July, 18G7. 
Dear Mr. Watson: 

My brief conge that I received from Prof. 
Stamaty having expired, I have again resum- 
ed my studies, and I am now enjoying a true 
musical honeymoon with old Beethoven. 
You will remember that I stopped at the 12th 
Sonata, that my fingers succumbed to its sub- 
lime difficulties. This Sonata (Aflat, op. 20), 
according to De Lenz, is the most perfect of 
all his Sonatas. Such a great creation, he 
says, comes from Heaven, and comes only 
once in the lifetime of an artist. Rochlitz 
finds iu the Andante and Variations a village 
history, a tender young heart reared beneath 
a rustic cottage, and nursed by soft, country 
breezes; but De Lenz thinks they tell a 
grander story than the simple village' loves of 
Rochlitz. He says these variations are a 
true touch-stone for artists; by them we can 
tell if the pianist who interprets them is a 
Prix du Conservatoire or a poet. De Lenz 
speaks quite contemptuously of the efforts of 
children to perform them, and relates that 
this Audante was the entire life of an artist 



I named Wehrstaedt, who in 1827 was the first 
; professor in Geneva. De Lenz, who was a 
! pupil of this old master, thus describes his 
| first lesson with Wehrstaedt: "When the 
i master came to give me my lesson, he seated 
! himself in silence beside the horrible piano 
j of the pension, after having addressed to me 
a little dry salutation. I opened the Sonata 
'of Beethoven. Casting a melancholy glance 
; at me, he said, ' Why this piece ? Why not 
; the galop of Hcrz ?' ' I love it. 1 have 
I often played it,' said I. 'What a pity! 
! You cannot, know what this page contains !' 
I commenced to play it, as it is usually per- 
formed by those who have learnt it of good . 
masters. ' Stop, ' ho said, and took my 
place at the piano. To tell you how he play- 
ed it, is impossible. His fingers clove to the 
keys « la Siamese brothers ; the theme of 
Beethoven, the piano and the man were one. 
Never have. I heard such ligato, and such 
penetrating expression. Wehrstaedt conclu- 
ded that in following his advice, I might hope 
in one year to play the first eight bars tin 
pen proprement. The crescendo at the ninth 
exacted a new and serious study of crescendo 
in general, and of this in particular; as for 
the last part of the motive, I must renounce 
the idea of playing it, he said, on account of 
the diabolical trill upon the rt, a study of 
twenty years not having permitted him to 
play it always properly. " This trill, it will 
be remembered, is made with the fourth and 
fifth fingers of the right hand. After this, I 
need not blush at my digital weakness. 

As I never see my old love, the Art Jour- 
nal, you cannot expect me to anticipate what 
will most interest you. I know nothing of 
your correspondents in Paris, but I presume 
that you are informed of all the great events 
that are transpiring, so that I will only write 
you of my own enjoyments. 

Two Sundays ago I heard some very inter- 
esting music at the last of the Concerts given 
by the Societe des Concerts in the theatre of 
the Conservatoire. The tickets were very diffi- 
cult to obtain, so I appealed to my artist 

friend, Mile. Laure C , to purchase one 

for me, and it was agreed that I should ac- 
company her. Nothing wi s said about the 
price I would give, or the location we should 
tc.upy; all was left to my friend ; but when 
I arrived at the dwelling of my Muse, she re- 
marked that it was a pity I had made such a 
pretty toilette, for we had seats very high up. 
Very high, indeed, I thought, as I seated 
myself in the paradis ; they could not have 
been higher, unless we had perched upon the 
roof, — and the temperature was far from sa- 
lubrious. But Laure said, as she saw my 
disappointment, "You know, ma cherie, that 
this is the best place in the house for hear- 
ing." And truly I never listened to such 
grandeur of tone. The concert commenced 
with tho famous C minor Symphony of Bee- 
thoven. The orchestra is composed chiefly 
of the professors of the Conservatoire, Alard 
being one of them. I assure you this grand 
old symphony was rendered in very different 
tempo from that adopted by Mons. Bilse and 
his cold orchestra at the Cercle International. 
For me the hearing of it will be memorable. 
I felt as well as heard every note. Never be- 
fore did I hear such brio and abandon, if I may 
use the word here. Mile. Laure whispered, 
"One can see that they play par coeur." 
Next came a chorus by Gretry, sung by male 
voices without accompaniments, and follow- 
ed by a Hallelujah chorus by male and female 
voices, that was full of joy and transported 
me to Heaven. Then some fragments of the 



